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south-wester, with the scow schooner sailors telling him
he lied because it couldn't be done.

He was not only fearless, he was foolhardy; the worse the
weather the greater chances he took, for he was not afraid
of the sea. Floundering always in his mind to learn what he
was, he liked to tell himself that he was a Viking, descendant
of those mighty sailors who crossed the Atlantic in an open
boat; that he was an Anglo-Saxon, a member of a fighting
race, afraid of nothing. And because he was afraid of noth-
ing, because he seemed to have an affinity for the sea, he
became one of the most expert small-boat sailors on the
treacherous Bay.

For a year, between selling papers and doing odd jobs, he
managed to find an hour or two every day to spend in his
beloved boat.  But before he was fifteen John London was
struck by a train and severely injured. The family lived in an
old cottage on the Estuary in what is reported to have been
squalor of an aggravated type.  Many of the near-by shacks
were built from wreckage or dismantled ships and old
buildings.   Jack's clothes were ragged, his house had no
modern sanitation, he suffered from an ever-gnawing hunger
of the belly and brain. He got a steady job in a cannery in an
abandoned stable by the railroad tracks, at which he was
paid ten cents an hour. The shortest day he ever worked was
ten hours;   on occasion he worked eighteen and twenty.
There were weeks on end when he never knocked off earlier
than eleven o'clock. Then he had a long walk home because
he could not afford car fare.   He was in bed at half-after
midnight, and at half-past five there was Flora shaking
him, trying to strip down the bedclothes to which the sleep-
ing boy clung desperately.  In a huddle, at the foot of the
bed, he still remained covered.  Then Flora braced herself
and pulled the bedding to the floor.  The boy followed the
blankets in order to protect himself against the chill of the
room.  It seemed as though he would fall head-first to the
floor, but consciousness fluttered up in him, he landed on his
feet, and was awake.

He dressed in the darkness, went to the greasy sink in the